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g r im o ir e
Letters f Rom  th e  ed ito r
There were more than a few times this year when I was pretty 
sure that, not only was there not going to be a 2002-2003 
Grimoire, but that there weren’t going to be any more issues of 
the Grimoire at all, ever. It weighed on my mind, in fact, this 
doubt, the issue of this issue, every time I walked into that office 
over the course of this year, eyes to floor in search of fresh submis­
sions, in search brave kids and the brave stuff they made, it 
began to feel like a gamble. So I would avoid the office, because 
I really hate gambling. It makes me anxious, nauseous and 
hopeful and excited and worried, worried about the future, and 
it makes me anxious. College students tend to feel that way a 
lot, I think.
The stakes were kind of like this: either get at least one issue off 
the ground this year and affirm  that, yes. La Salle students still 
want a Grimoire, a literary magazine, or just give it up, pack it in, 
and crash-land a magazine that a lot of people have been saying 
is going the way of the dinosaurs. Such noble, idiotic creatures the 
dinosaurs were, tiny brains and ridiculous bodies and every 
reason in the world to believe they were going to go on living the 
way they were forever. So now dinosaurs remind me of college 
students, too, just like gambling.
Whatever. The point is that the gamble did pay off, the noble 
and idiotic gamble that this magazine is. We affirmed instead of 
crash-landing, thanks, in no small part, to every single one of 
those brave kids I mentioned before, sliding their stories and 
poems and artwork underneath the office door, and this issue, 
really, is dedicated to them. It is dedicated to them and to every 
single person like them who, next year and the year after and the 
year after that, will continue stubbornly doing exactly the same 
thing, sliding their submissions bravely under the door.
This issue is for the college students and the dinosaurs, people with 
every reason in the world to believe that what they have to say 
is important enough to share it, and to try and go on living that 
way forever.
Derrick Martin 
Managing Editor
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f l i g h t  o f  t h e  m a y f l y
James Kotkeiwicz
One day of life for 
The mayfly, it’s life so short 
But lives so complete.
6
t h e  la d y
Stacey Smith
Absolute beauty is red with b lack spots 
Emerged in autumn -  Smack!
H it with another
Traveling down my skin
An unknown terrain
No fear little on of red
Fly you may, I am  your guardian
Laugh as I will
When you leave, I cannot help but feel 
I touched your life for one small flight 
Smack!
True beauty is red with b lack spots.
7
R e m e m b e r  the shift
Nick DeAngelo
Her hands trembled ever so slightly, 
causing tremors all along the desert landscape.
Eyes matching eyes, teeth grind over the dry, dead air.
One touch could reverse the w ind’s direction: underfoot, 
a shift can be recognized.
Sand migrates westerly to catch the shore’s rising tide.
Not so much effort is necessary 
to change the currents anymore—that came with the 
colonies,
but she was young and the memory failed her.
I would hope to -
I wish to serve as a reminder, 
but my stale embrace must feel foreign to us now.
8
Keith Simons
g o .
breathe
in:out
up:down
without sound
dream 
with-in 
w ith-out 
into: the out
life
echo without sound 
breathe in 
breathe out
heartbeat 
life blood 
pulse in 
pulse out
life force drown
line-in
line-out
static
feedback
9
and in that moment our eyes met
Derek Moench
10
B ird m a n
I
The birdman’s wing is broken. 
He cannot fly.
Instead, he trudges.
He runs.
He rides.
He jumps.
He climbs.
All to reach distant, lost Emilana.
Through jungles.
Through city streets.
Across deserts and fields. 
Across bottomless chasms. 
Over ancient mountains.
Derek Moench
He gets tired.
He r sts awhile.
He grows older.
But he keeps on going.
He’ll never stop until he finds her 
And lays his weary head in her hands.
Few places remain wh e humans haven’t tread.
The frogman will show him where she is, for he understands the world of
humans.
The coyote will fail to trick him, for the birdman knows his reputation. 
“You have feathers and a beak like a bird, and you speak the lan­
guage of animals, yet you walk like a human. You carry tools and light
fires. Who are you?”
— the (really big) box turtle
He knows humans are not to be trusted, and so he understands why the 
creatures of the wild watch him with suspicion.
The stallion will offer to carry him over land, leaving his mare with their
children.
But loneliness + heartache outrun the horse, and he sorrowfully tells the 
birdman he must return.
They part as friends.
At last he’ll he venture into the city and find the place the frogman
showed him.
She’ll have already left.
Eventually his wing is healed, though he is no closer to finding her, and 
he has forgotten how to fly.
He’ll spend time with the eagles.
He’ll learn to glide.
He’ll learn to flap 
And soar once again.
w hen m ercury w as fun to use
Patty  Sobol
When mercury was fun to use 
When America was innocent 
When naive was oh
And ten year old children d idn’t have birthday parties at 
Homosexual nightclubs.
Red of passion 
Red of stop signs 
Warning cries
Time to wave your flag and don a Yankees cap 
Eat donuts and stop at the register for a moment 
O f silence.
It’s a pair of eyes shining and gleaming 
Forever blinking
You describe it as the weakest point in time 
It could have been the strongest...
To be known ta lk to the lady with the ice cream cone 
T- shirt. Slurp hot coffee 
Send Mass e-mails
Anything with the Eiffel tower that you can carry or 
Adorn is fashionable.
I’d recommend carrying a large enough statue to m ake 
it known... but small enough to fit in a backpack.
Or better yet buy a backpack and stitch it on the front. 
O r else pay a good stitcher to stitch the tower.
It’ll m ake you worldly and mysterious. It’ll help 
People wonder and at least wondering isn’t like forgetting 
Or maybe it is for the moment.
12
m o d e r n  w o r l d
Michael P. Gallen
The O ld Earth has died.
Bare feet dare not touch the ground. 
Rigor mortis has turned it to concrete, 
Concrete with veins of asphalt, 
Leading to squares of dirt,
Filled with horse feces.
The animals are dying,
The stench of their corpses fills the air, 
Mixing with the ammonia 
and asbestos that hilled them.
We’ll adapt, though.
The modern world is 
filled with adaptation.
With our help,
The plants have adapted.
We gave them fish genes,
To swim through the horse feces,
And dung beetle genes,
To withstand the smell.
We’re adapting, too.
We build our buildings 
high in the smog,
To escape the dead earth,
And look down at our modern world.
13
v'nath'tu, sunday morning
Derek Moench
The fried worms were getting soggy. An upstairs neighbor was drooling 
as it gazed over the balcony railing. From his ground-level vantage point, however, 
V ’nath’tu couldn’t see whatever in the distance was making his neighbor so hungry. 
All he saw were black puddles forming in and around his breakfast bowl. 
“Gidfribberit! Desist, I say!!!”
His neighbor made no reply. A droplet of spittle fell from its chin and hit 
V ’nath’tu in the eye. It bubbled and stung.
“Ogtooolher! I will ascend; personally put a stop to that which irritates
me.”
V ’nath’tu trudged up the stairs and broke down his neighbor’s door. He 
found the drooler exactly as it had been: standing transfixed, entirely ignorant of 
V’nath’tu s violation of its private living space.
“Miscreant! Be attentive in the reverse direction!”
Motionless, the neighbor whispered inaudibly.
“You mumble what words?” He shuffled closer to join the neighbor on its
balcony.
“V ’nath’tu ... you.........have got to see this.. . ”
“And that ‘this’ can be viewed where?”
But V ’nath’tu didn’t have to wait for an answer. In that instant he spotted 
what his neighbor found so awesome, and he immediately shared the sentiment. 
There, distantly darkening the pink firmament, hovered an approaching cloud. 
Though he couldn’t actually make out any more detail, V ’nath’tu knew exactly what 
it was. There had been talk of it for months, and they had finally come through 
with it. That cloud was made up of millions of large insects. Mouth-watering, 
dog-sized insects. Hundreds of steadfast young men drove them to their doom, 
poking and prodding the frenzied bug horde in the direction of the city they were 
meant for — the direction of V ’nath’tu and his neighbor. All across town the joyous 
news was spreading. Insects for the masses.
Gazing upon this magnificent sight, V ’nath’tu imagined he could already 
feel the crisp snap of antennae between his jaws. A globule of saliva rolled off his 
upper lip, and life seemed more beautiful to him than it had in a long time. Beside 
him, though sounding far away, his neighbor spoke.
“V ’nath’tu, I love the government.”
Choking back the tears, V ’nath’tu could only nod emphatically.
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u r t o e r z  ^ o d ?
Michael P. Gallen
We’re under God,
They say.
It’s the American Way.
America follows God’s Way,
The W ay of Truth,
(You just can’t trust them 
politicians)
Of Virtue,
(The current corporate 
scandal...)
Of Peace,
(Today in America’s War on 
Terrorism...)
Of Charity,
(We need welfare reform!) 
Of Who Shall Throw the First 
Stone,
(Don’t fry them, they’ll 
smell too much! String 
them up!)
Of the Beatitudes,
(The rich make the best 
leaders!)
Of the Prophets,
(You just call Miss Cleo!) 
And of the Cross,
(Come join the Klan!)
Vep, we’re a nation under God, 
Alright.
15
R e s c i R R e c t t o n
Colleen Tomaszewshi
16
s h o e la ce  op  h u m a n ity
Anonymous
A t a certain point in humanity’s history all of the people who 
have ever died will be reincarnated in heaven, and their bodies 
will fall from the shy. Then the bodies of all the people who have 
been hilled by fallen bodies will fall from the shy. And in the end 
there will be only two survivors. One man and one woman will 
be left to start civilization over again. Last time, the two survi­
vors were Adam  and Eve. My biggest concern is that this time 
around, the two survivors will be Angelina Jolie and Carrot Top. 
Then society will progress as a bunch of inbred, psychotic, strange 
loohing, bodily fluid carrying, 1-800-COLLECT calling, Billy Bob 
Thornton marrying. Chair people of the Board who will roam the 
earth in search of ways to invent the first anti-odometer fraud 
living room ottoman. Then, when the aliens finally show up, 
they’ll probably decide to stich around and share their cures for 
AIDS, VDs, infertility, and impotency, as well as the recipe for 180 
proof liquor that tastes like Blue Poweraide. These gifts will drop 
a sad veil of irony because in a world full of Angelina and Carrot 
Top descendants, reproductive obstacles m ay be the only blessing 
that nature was willing to grant. Oh man, the more I th ink about 
it, I hope I get killed by the body of W illiam  Taft.
17
h u m a n i t y ' s  V i c t i m s  (forJustinBridgcs)
Queen Muse
They say humanity is insanity hangin’ on a tree
So my people cry freedom though we’ll never be free
We be blinded by televisions til’ we no longer see
Driven by a vision of what heaven should be
It be diluted and polluted minds dividin ’ you and me
Tryin’ to spy by pretendin’ to confide in me
We be swingin’ on a tree of promises and good intentions
Charity donations and Godly mentions
Thinkin’ it’ll get us into the heavenly dome
But the ice is thin and we be skatin’ home
That is until the ice breaks and humanity cries
For suffering unsaved souls who die
But when the sniper was shootin’ you was watchin’ MTV
Recitin’ Jay-Z lyrics from an MP3
Terrorism diggin’ deep as the depth of the Red Sea
If these a in ’t the signs of the times I don’t know what they be
But in the midst of all confusion I just gotta be me
And try to save humanity from becoming the insanity that fell
from the tree.
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pelD  op Bones
Michael P. Gallen
There is a field.
That on first sight is white.
Vet its grass is green.
Its soil is brown.
The rocks are grey and shiny.
Vet what covers the field is obscene.
Bones,
Bleached white bones.
Covering the field like snow.
Each bone an individual.
Each bone bearing its own story.
Stories of blood.
Stories of pain.
Stories of war.
Stories of a special love.
The love of rapists.
The love of pagan gods.
The love of parents for sacrificed children.
The love of mass murderers.
The love of m ankind ’s true nature.
No Ezekiel will ever see 
these bones gain flesh again.
Regeneration is not in our nature.
No one will ever see these bones dance again. 
Happy death is not in our nature.
No one will ever see the bones stop accumulating. 
Peace is not in our nature.
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R e Q c ife ra  f o R  Dim p a LLo p o a ^
Anthony Chwastyk
Jim Galloway died yesterday,
A t the tender age of thirty-four.
Pancreatic cancer was the cause I hear.
He left two children, Gillian four, and John Seven.
His married his wife Helen twelve years ago.
He worked as a regional sales director a t Gerard and Sons Print­
ing Company,
“The Finest in Precision Printing.”
He was highly active in his community,
A  member of the St. Peter’s Episcopal Church’s Choir,
Square club leader a t the local Mason lodge.
Third base on his softball team.
He went to Cherokee High School,
Played football.
P layed baseball,
And editor of the yearbook.
He graduated with honors and
Received a BA  in English from St. Joseph’s University.
He wanted to write.
He wanted to see the world 
And meet exotic peoples.
A ll his life he would sit a t the typewriter and stare b lankly at his 
masterpiece.
Only to be interrupted by his real masterpieces, Gilly and Johnny. 
His fam ily meant the world to him.
But he wanted more.
Everyday in his little cubicle.
He stared into abysmal oblivion.
And wished it had all been different.
He should have run off with the other girl.
Moved into a  little shack and wrote poetry.
He should have joined the Navy, and lived in Hawaii for eleven 
years.
When he got cancer, he wept alone every night.
Mourning for the death of his youth.
Decomposing every day of his life.
The stiff rigor mortis would not allow his dreams to grow.
He had to m ake the right choice.
And settle down 
And raise a family.
And he died, regretful.
But I can’t really tell all that from the obituary.
T D io in e
James Hoagland
A  chest extends 
The mouth opens 
A  sound expelled
A  voice never heard
Intertwined with a beautiful body
With open ears and wanting eyes they are embraced
A  safe haven found
What is this?
What do they call it?
A  Being 
An Entity 
Divine
A  soft-spoken child 
An angry girl 
A  blossoming woman 
A ll in one night 
Become so clear 
Become so true 
Become so beautiful
Understanding me 
Understanding you 
A  night closes 
A  perfect day soured?
A  new day dawns 
Reflections found a pen 
A  pen it’s paper
21
James Kotheiwicz
Whole lives in cities 
Spent rushing to go nowhere 
Build hives without honey
22
the t>ecro sLeep
Keith Simons
Spent his whole life...
...looking for the cure. He was never really sure that he would find it, but the cure 
was only the end in the search he dubbed life.
7:00 am.
The bells of his alarm screamed as if  bombs were dropping and this were the end. 
At the moment before anyone in the room noticed the alarm was going too long...
...crash.
The alarm fell to the floor. He curled back into the ball he called home as he slept 
until it actually hurt. Calling it sleep was an overstatement; really all it was, was 
lying in bed dead to reality (the dead-sleep). The ultimate goal of sleep was never 
accomplished. The feeling, almost like staying awake for days, never quite settled. 
But at the same time it was never adverse enough to turn off.
3:00 pm.
Drop.
Rolling out of bed, afternoon breakfast became a chore driveled out with such 
inconsistency it didn’t seem real. The sun is almost going down and he begins the 
‘day.’ When you dead-sleep long enough, the trappings of everyday life seem to 
disappear in the crossfire. Awake, but never in time to get anything done.
The click of boots on cold hard pavement becomes the marching drum for life.
Step after step until he reaches his destination. Minutes pass. With cadence gone, 
a seat finds its place under him as his plate finds a table under it. Food. Sometimes 
going days without it makes the stomach sick enough to not eat. Sometimes eating 
makes his stomach sick enough to not eat. But eventually the stomach wins. You 
eat. It really is inevitable when you look at it... but lets move on.
Only just finishing breakfast and finding the day wasted, the sun begins to set and it 
feels like the day is moving in reverse. The sun sets in the morning, not at night. At 
least now it does. The robotic action of a lighter rising to the outstretched end of a
cigarette welcomes the cold air with a sighing breathe of smoke: indiscriminate, 
undisciplined, self-destruction. When you realize that the ultimate goal in your life 
is death, what point is there trying to preserve something that eventually fades 
away? So... he smokes; and he coughs.
Ignorance is bliss.
After a few hours of deciding what to do with what’s left of the day, it suddenly is 
past the point where anything can be done. The outside world slows down to a 
crawl until finally it just stops. Although time is stopped, walking continues 
impeccably.
Hours later...
6 am.
Not asleep. Not awake. The beginning of everyone’s day is suddenly the focal 
point of your existence. Wake up? Sleep? Maybe perhaps neither. Mulling over 
this decision, you suddenly realize everyone is well into their day, while you are still 
lost in the past. Lay your head to rest.
(Dead-)Sleep.
7 am.
Crash...
cintitLeTD
Colleen Tomaszewsbi
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little napoleon
Derek Moench
I remember that day.
That steamy July.
We saw you in your playpen.
We came over to you.
Danced around and made faces.
We were nineteen years older than you.
Making fools of ourselves.
Vou just stood there.
Vour hand tucked between the buttons of your shirt. 
Little Napoleon.
Bright blonde.
Wearing the most dignified expression.
We made fools of ourselves.
Dancing around, ta lking baby talk.
But you had your dignity.
Eyes to the sky.
Contemplating distant ambitions.
Removing your hand from your shirt.
And calm ly sticking it in your mouth.
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the Last ra'ght of: sararaeR
Adam McGrath
II push myself relentlessly against this noble face.
Not quite sure what I want to achieve...but it’s not this.
Efforts resulting only in grinded faces and worn-down hearts; 
hope spilling, mingling with my sweat.
I said goodbye to all of them, every last one.
First was my mother, and it was not hard. Her trip is the same, 
her tim ing different.
My real fam ily was the difficulty, all so fresh, expectant, nervous 
not reluctant.
it’s easy to identify the emotions coursing over the faces of your 
loved ones, especially when you’ve had those same feelings shoot 
through you. But that was a long time ago I was a different 
person then.
W hat a difference a year makes. Then again, what a difference 
an hour makes; a minute; a second. Change is the only constant.
So they went.
Go on, move on, push on, and on, and on...til you burst onto the 
horizon in that brilliant flash of glory realized, when?
Nine hours now, ticking, ticking.,.1 thought I had all the endless 
summer nights to capture what was really right with my spirit. 
Summer’s almost gone, it’s the end of the night, and what have I 
learned? write on, write on, and find the answer.
yo, what’s up from philly, man!
the drunk on the subway had the name of an infamous 
fighter written all caps on his forearms, I was his only friend and 
he gave me his eveiy cigarette, meeting friends staying cool 
lookin to burn one down...
he’s a man now finally progeny spilled out hometown own bed 
down her leg a little...sloppy ancf funny when it’s wet and naive, 
couldn’t be happier for him, he’s a brother.
the girl I fucked one time went to k-m art today, parents 
in tow, let them treat her to some domestic supplies and fondue, 
she talks like crazy as usual. I mean talks crazy like she wants to 
jump out of her skin not into mine but anywhere there s refuge. I 
don t want to believe her best years are behind her yet...
old friends same place I return don’t have the fresh feel­
ings but the old wounds, fading scars and a hunger for something 
different this time, making it better, taking charge and focus, 
man, focus...l know what I can do I know wnat I want...everyone 
else all those who got to me they have it man the hope the wide 
open gaze they can take as much of the pie as they can stuff into 
their mouths...
It’s the last night of summer, and all I want is a peace for myself.
kin's launTDrzy
Patty  Sobol
Its like a can...that falls down, a few steps.
Its probably...not. ..like eating tuna...alone 
Or the screech of train rails...while you curve.
Or maybe you just teeter to the side and it seems like curving
But it can m ake you sick without ever knocking on a doctor’s 
door
Vou can get better at tying shoes and stopping for an eyelid kiss 
The instant you know it’s definitely January.
Which is no reason a flexible straw should m ake you blush
And it’s the place to wash last night’s week away 
But it smells like m ildewed laundry re-worn.
It’s a wonder how you got...everything is such a stretched out pair 
of lies. Underneath a hard surface everyone knows its soft.
Layers make it harder to find
An address or phone number you once knew
So the eyes want to close and pardon its dim  glow
And hair is always important
Especially when it’s misplaced
So the paper crumbled into a lint wad after the dryer 
Turns to dust while trying earnestly to unfold 
The message the pause...that’s what its like.
28
cuofD c o m e s  uoxtYi lecto qrrolos
Anthony Chwastyh
Rest your minds young lovers.
There are plenty of times to ponder.
The subtle intimations of whispers and tears. 
For now you are in love.
Ignore the plans and ideas of others.
Let not their gibes harm you.
Live unto each other.
Embrace the happy moments of present. 
Ves, the storm lurbs ahead.
And the miles will be weary.
But rest now in contentment.
That the next moment will be bliss.
29
Nick? DeAngelo
picturze-taking
Something of the night shy infuriates, settles on a canvas of
[universal elements]
lihe a robust painting , of which
the most colorful pastel has been over-e x t e n d - e d o n  
and around the moon. Clouds 
on nights lihe this,
are only visible through the motions of the shy.
Darh outlines spread around shapes of the imagined hind,
fading 
gently off 
canvas.
out of sight,
before shifting in what appears as slow motion,
but to the trained eye, one not distracted by the dam p mess 
above, they
move at immense speeds.
On nights lihe this,
distance matters most to the vision of apprehensive eyes.
Commitment is a concept I once heard my father explain.
He spohe to his brother, a man of similar age and stature in 
fragmented speech.
“Vou must stay. Vou have to. It is to accept disgrace otherwise.” 
I always enjoyed watching my father and his brother ta lh  about 
mother and Aunt Diane.
30

Stacey Smith
O R f j Z t
words words 
what is it all worth 
as I wallow 
waiting for you 
writing only causes 
more yearning 
memories cause to 
more writing 
warm waves of ecstacy 
washing our love 
like white gleams 
of moonlight on 
the shore 
the serenity of it 
sings to my soul 
softly lingering 
love soothing 
my senses... 
as I drift down 
into the dawn 
of your existence
32
Li£jhtrjfrj£j b o j c
James Kotkeiwicz
No home is complete 
Without one.
They sit at the 
Big end of the table
Needs no shirt 
Or tie 
No food
To be authoritative
If the Feds 
Ban Beer 
and smoke 
Who cares ?
In America 
Even the clean ones 
Stare blankly, 
addicted
33
onL<y 10 morze minutes...
Stacey Smith
to stay awake 
write, it should help 
oh, who am I kidding?
Eyes droop just looking 
at blank, lined paper 
someone’s talking 
blah blah blah on 
some poem I’ll never 
know, 8 minutes 
I fear sleep in class 
would bring snoring.
How embarrassing!
Didn’t have the poem open
he corrected me
5 more minutes
til a meeting to make
my eyes sage greater
Sleep, all I need
my own bed furnace
34
(Dinner* o n  a  Ch inese neco yeoR
Adam McGrath
Celebration
measured in horses of flesh and saw. 
the dragons must only be in New Vork. We must settle for dom i­
nating domestics
Comboed creatures eternally engaged in the 
Search ing
for the bright lights 
the live nights
“happy new year,” they cry jubilantly and triumphantly into the chilled
urban night, the scents of ancient
eastern recipes filter into the street and
entice the passersby to retreat in
to the solace of myriad back-alley-ways and endless heaps of steaming food.
Sideswiping knowledge as we transfer our histories, shedding coats 
into heterogeneous purities.
Crawling, creeping through, afraid to look the wrong way just following 
orders the helicopters say.
Fortune finding us finishing our night (our year) dining on Kung and 
fam ily secrets.
what time do you close I w onder. Unfamiliar pincers a testament 
to insulation. Adjust, adapt, does he dare? to learn a new way? 
quick lesson on technique, a man’s gotta eat. I’m no expert but it gets easier 
as it goes along.
Are those fisheye ing you ? A  double-glass habitat, myopic dichoto­
mies of one eye in and
one eye out can you ever see the real me?
$ 113 $
& change, u.s. currency, feast fit for a king and his court, 
the rice is the most difficult
aside from the upside-down flag already possessing 
proximity to its deathbed tribute. Stems as spears, and stars as fears, in the 
convoluted context of your uncritical patriotism .
Todo el noche, durante la cena, nosotros hablamos en espanol 
and it was m agnificent! Todo es magnifico!
conversant convergence
of culture with a mighty
immersion that knows no bounds until the streams of noodles clams and 
mussels break onto the shore
with a crash
that will sound
the end of nature
keep the bottom half immobile and use leverage from the 
top
and you will not starve
I am demonstrable with those I love
35
□ast a m th e R  CRip
Danno Somavilla
Eddie was a wiseguy. He had a reputation throughout his high school as 
the class clown, always ready with a smart remark. Once, in his world cultures class, 
the teacher was explaining how in the word “czar”, the C was silent. Instantly, Eddie 
had raised his hand and said, “Oh, like in ‘rap’?” He didn’t really hate rap music, 
but he pretended to so he’d fit in with the skater kids who all listened to metal. It 
didn’t stop with the music, either. He had the sides of his head shaved for the 
mushroom effect so popular with the skater kids, but they all had straight hair, so 
every morning he’d dump a pound of Mega-Hold hair gel on his head and spend 
half an hour getting his thick, curly brown hair to hang down limply. He wore 
humongous pants and had his mother buy him t-shirts with as many Xs in front of 
the L as possible to hide the fact that he had no muscle at all on his wiry frame. He 
would flirt with the girls by obnoxiously walking up behind them and grabbing their 
sides, whereupon they would give a yelp and he’d say, “Did I scare you, baby?” or 
something like that. Miraculously, he was never decked for doing this.
Eddie finally crossed the line when he bought a busted old .45 pistol out 
of the trunk of some kid’s car and brought it into school to see what kind of looks 
he could get on people’s faces. He got careless, though, and a teacher spied the 
piece. It all went downhill from there.
The officer waited patiently as Eddie said goodbye to his parents in the 
lobby of the police station. His mother looked ready to burst into tears again, 
looking much older than she had a day ago. His father lay a hand on her shoulder, 
as much to hold himself up as to give her comfort. Mom tried to say some words 
of love and support, but all she could manage was "Oh, sweetie.. . ”
Still the smartass, Eddie said smoothly, “Don’t worry. I have been on 
many trips, this is just another trip.” He was glad he’d watched Gandhi in geography 
class last week; that was a really good line.
He smiled as they rubbed his fingers in ink and made him imprint the 
little card. He smiled when they read him his Miranda rights. He smiled when he 
held up the sign for the booking photographs, and he smiled even more when the 
sergeant told him he was the only son of a bitch smiling in the whole book.
The smile was still there as he rode across town in the police car. His hands were
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cuffed loosely but securely in his lap (not behind his back because, as the officer 
told him, he didn’t seem dangerous enough). The cops in the front had been 
scanning radio stations and eventually decided on some awful howling country 
music, which made Eddie cringe.
It was about 7 P.M. when the cruiser arrived at Snow Hill Juvenile 
Detention Center. It was November, so night had already fallen. The cops opened 
the back door of the car and Eddie stepped out and had his first look at his new 
home.
Snow Hill JDC was located on the same city block as the County prison, a 
brightly lit structure surrounded by a very high stone wall and razor wire. JDC, by 
comparison, was much smaller and less fortified, but at night it was barely visible 
save for the bright halogen lamp over the entrance and the tiny, dim yellow squares 
on the upper floors that were the cell windows. It gave nothing away to the outside 
observer, which somehow made it more foreboding than the bigger, more elaborate 
building up the street. Eddie was not smiling anymore.
He was led to the front door and one of the cops pressed the intercom 
button. Once the door guard had identified them, the door buzzed and the three of 
them entered. In the visiting area, they were met by the shift supervisor, a tall 
muscular guy with blond hair in a crew cut. Eddie was surprised to see that he wore 
no uniform, dressed instead in a plain white muscle shirt, jeans, and work boots. 
The supervisor thanked the officers, who uncuffed Eddie and left.
“They told me it’s your first time here,” said the supervisor. “The first 
thing you gotta understand is this: You will act respectful and behave yourself. Do 
this, and we will take care of you. If you fuck with us, on the other hand, we will 
fuck with you. Follow me.”
The supervisor used a keycard to open a large steel door and led Eddie 
down a long, narrow corridor. As they walked, the supervisor gave the speech about 
procedure and schedule but Eddie's attention was taken up elsewhere, trying to get 
used to this strange place. The interior design of the JDC was uniform in classic 
‘70s style: the floor was dull orange linoleum tile that complemented the bright 
yellow concrete walls, which seemed to intensify the brightness of the lights that ran 
along the ceiling. The whole effect left him feeling very vulnerable and revealed. 
They went round a corner and abruptly stopped at an open doorway, through 
which Eddie could see a shower.
The supervisor then told him to strip naked. He hesitantly did as he was 
told, then stood mortified as the yellow light exposed every little flaw on his bare 
body. The supervisor performed a quick search which Eddie was glad was not of
the full-cavity variety. Then the supervisor handed him a small, unlabeled vial.
“If you’ve been having sex with any girls, wash your pubes with that to kill 
the crabs if you have them. If one kid’s got crabs, they spread, and then we gotta 
fumigate and we don’t want to do that shit. I’m going to get your clothes, so here’s a 
towel and be out in five minutes.’’
Eddie did as he was told. He didn’t use the cleanser but poured some of it 
down the drain so the supervisor would think he wasn’t a virgin. The supervisor 
returned with clean boxers, socks, slippers, a blue jumpsuit, and a maroon 
sweatshirt. Eddie dressed himself as quickly as he could while the supervisor 
explained about the sweatshirt.
“You start with maroon, which means zero points. You behave and 
volunteer for work, you earn points and get a green sweatshirt. You fuck up, you 
lose points and you wear a white sweatshirt till you’re out of the negative. I’ll tell you 
again: Don’t fuck up.”
After that, Eddie was led further down the corridor to a large room with 
several desks that he assumed was the classroom. The supervisor sat him down and 
produced a form and a pen. On the form were a number of statements to the effect 
that the detainee was aware of the rules, regulations, and rights reserved by the 
county.
The supervisor pointed to a paragraph near the bottom and said, “This 
just means that we have the right to take any means necessary to restrain you if you 
lose control of yourself. Just stay in line and you’ll be all right.” Not feeling that he 
had a choice anyway, Eddie signed.
Heralded by the sound of spike heels clicking on the linoleum in the hall, 
a woman entered with a briefcase, a nice tan skirt & jacket outfit, neatly brushed 
red hair and a warm friendly smile. She sat down at the desk and opened her case 
while the supervisor stood by the door. She proceeded, very politely, to give Eddie a 
number of verbal tests and a short written math quiz to gauge his approximate 
grade level. He regained some of his shaken confidence and that smile snuck back 
onto his face as he coolly rattled off the correct answers. Finally, the woman showed 
him a series of flash cards displaying words ascending in difficulty of pronuncia­
tion. From “cat” to “sesquipedalian”, Eddie barely hesitated.The woman ran out 
of flash cards.
“That’s never happened before,” she said. “I can see that you don’t belong 
here. I’ll talk to the teacher tomorrow morning; he’ll find something for you to do.” 
She packed up her things and clicked her way out of the room. The supervisor 
gestured for Eddie to get up and follow him. They crossed the hall to a stairwell,
whereupon the supervisor paused and turned to him.
“I’m taking you up to general population,” he said. “We know who you 
are and why you’re here. Listen to my advice: if  anyone asks you what you did, tell 
them you got busted for having pot. If they find out about the gun, they’re going to 
give you a hard time. I can tell you don’t live that kind of life and so will they.” He 
brought Eddie into the cafeteria, which was simply furnished with two long tables, a 
machine that dispensed milk, and a television attached to the ceiling in one corner.
It was 8 o’clock, the other kids were taking their showers and soon they 
would gather in the cafeteria for snack time. He tried to flatten out his damp hair 
over his head and tapped his slippered feet, his heart beating a mile a minute. He 
was waiting for the other detainees to come in all at once and start making fun of 
the new kid, but one came in before all the rest and said “Eddie?”
Eddie was stunned, then relieved, then elated at the fact that he knew 
someone in this awful place. Never mind that Bernie Hernandez had been the 
meanest little jerk in second grade. Laughing in disbelief, they exchanged the I 
Don’t Believe Its and the How The Hell Are Yous. They were surprised to find out 
that each attended the other’s cross-town rival high school and actually shared a few 
common acquaintances.
Bernie turned away from him as the rest of the kids came in. At Eddie s 
and Bernie’s table sat a swarm of boisterous, loud Hispanic kids who paid Eddie 
little attention other than a few glances that made him feel like he’d invaded their 
territory. Indeed, perhaps he had; all the white kids sat at the other table, heads 
down, despondent. The Hispanic kids wore mostly green sweatshirts and all 
seemed to have known each other for years. The white kids wore mostly maroon, 
but they looked so jaded and bored that Eddie decided it was because they never 
cared enough to volunteer for chores. Three guards came in serving bowls of 
pudding. They were all 300 pounds, dressed like construction workers, and had 
handcuffs in their back pockets. They joked around with each other, cursing a lot 
when they spoke.
Two of the Hispanic kids were fooling around and suddenly one of them 
launched a spoonful of pudding at the other. In an instant, the jolly guards became 
grim monsters, all three of them charging at the offender. One wrapped a beefy 
arm around the kid’s neck from behind and pulled him off the bench. Another 
gripped both of the kid’s legs and the two of them tried to take the offender out of 
the room. By this time, all the other kids were up and shouting at the spectacle. The 
offender struggled, and one of his flailing hands caught the first guard in the 
mouth. Seeing this, the third came up and brought both of his fists down, full force,
on the top of the kid’s head. He went limp instantly.
“Oooooooooh,” said the peanut gallery.
Two of the guards then carried the offender away and the other detainees 
gradually went back to eating and idle chatter. Bernie turned back to a very shaken 
Eddie. “So what’d you do, anyway? You about the last kid I ever thought I’d see 
here."
“Ahh, fuckin’ drugs.” Eddie tried his best to sound tough and nonchalant. 
Bernie’s grin dropped and he glanced around to see if any of the guards had heard.
“Not allowed to curse in here, man. Don’t give the guards an excuse.”
While they hadn’t heard Eddie’s f-bomb, they had noticed that he 
recognized someone and decided to let him share Bernie’s cell. The detainees were 
allowed to select one piece of literature each from the bookshelf and read it in their 
cells for a half-hour until lights-out. Those at the front took all the issues of 
Seventeen and Rolling Stone. By the time Eddie got there, all that was left was 
Better Homes & Gardens and St. Augustine’s City of God. Eddie chose the former.
The cell was very small, ten feet wide and about fifteen long. The cots 
were in each of the far corners, and the space between the cots and the near wall 
was occupied by a desk on the left and a toilet and sink on the right. When Eddie 
entered, he found Bernie leering over a picture of Bjork in Rolling Stone and 
proclaiming the various ways he would defile her if  given the chance. This led to an 
enumeration of his erotic exploits, each of which was more incredible than the last. 
Eddie humored him, nodding his head and chuckling knowingly as if  he’d been in 
similar situations. Finally, Bernie couldn’t think of any more lies to tell, so Eddie 
changed the subject before he could be asked to relate some of his own sexual 
experiences. “Bernie, what did you do to get in here?”
Giggling like a guilty child, Bernie told the story of how a few weeks ago, 
he’d skipped class, smoked some grass under the bleachers, then proceeded to light 
the auditorium curtains on fire, causing a major conflagration that left half the 
school a burned-out shell. He was very, very proud of this.
Eddie sat on his cot and looked at pictures of private lodges in Vermont. 
Bernie grew bored with Rolling Stone and picked up the roll of toilet paper off the 
floor and started bouncing it off the wall and catching it. It wasn’t long before the 
inevitable happened and the roll landed in the toilet.
They didn’t know what to do. Bernie and Eddie knew they would lose 
points if  the guards found out what had happened. They looked around for 
somewhere to hide it, but the bare cell offered nowhere safe from the searches of
coco sktiLL anfo -pLocueR n
David Odorisio
41
t h a t  fa n ta s t ic  fe e lin g
Justin Leo
The events of one Saturday evening in early December of 2002 were, well, not 
very eventful. I could lie and say that I embarked on wild adventures, encountered 
unspeakable dangers, or even engaged in meaningful, intense, emotional dialogue. The 
fact is that nothing really exciting happened on this quiet winter day. The only discovery 
made that day was a discovery of self. I found out that I’m an asshole.
The day had started out with some promise. I got up early to watch one of my 
favorite television programs as a child, “Killer Ninja Hero Squirrels.” I was excited to see 
this show return, but my nostalgia quickly vanished. The soulless head of some network 
had figured that a new generation of kids needed to be introduced to the cartoons of a 
previous generation. Rather than try to come up with something original, this evil empire 
gave the old show an attitude facelift: the main characters looked angrier and bulkier than 
in their old days. I noted to my roommate Domingo how the character of Dali, the wise- 
ass squirrel, was now more prone to fighting. We were crushed.
As we sat and watched the bad plot and undeveloped characters tarnish our 
fondest childhood memories, I thought about the idea of hindsight. I couldn’t believe 
that I fell for this crap when I was young. Was the old version really much better? I had 
hoped that Picasso, Warhol, Dali, and Rodin would resemble the friendly pranksters of 
my memory.
That was long ago, long before I began dissecting plots and analyzing characters 
and everything else a film major is supposed to do with a moving picture. I realized that 
it wasn’t 1988 anymore; things had come a long way from the first time I sat down, 
motionless for hours straight, in front of the tube. Now that tube is a computer or a 
movie screen, and I am not six years old. I forget that sometimes, which leads me to 
trouble, which came later in the day.
I devoted the rest of my morning preparing myself for a date with Jennifer 
McGuthrie, a girl I knew from home. This would be an important event to light up my 
day, or so I thought. I was a little nervous, but not very.
Jen went to my hometown parish in Lancaster, Pennsylvania. We never 
socialized much at home. I had seen her a few times in church, and her mother and my 
mother were friends. We had gone down opposite paths for education. I went to a huge 
public school in the suburbs, but later enrolled at La Salle, a small Catholic university in 
the big city of Philadelphia. She went to the smaller Catholic high school in downtown 
Lancaster, but later ended up at Penn State, a huge public university in the middle of 
nowhere.
The reason for our date was the connection of two meddling mothers with a 
nose for gossip. My mother, Marcia Maslo Lombardo, got together with her mother, 
Mary O’Connell McGuthrie, and arranged this deal without either of the true parties 
involved knowing. My mother commented on my lack of girlfriends at La Salle, which 
was somewhat my choice, somewhat Jim’s cheesesteaks, and somewhat bad luck. Her
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mother responded with the lackluster total of Jen’s college dates.
They had similar problems and children whom they cared way too much about. 
This deadly combination led to our mothers begging us to call each other. I received a 
phone number and weekly reminders to call it. Jen, my mother being in with the times, 
received my instant messenger name. This sly move enabled our first conversation, 
because I hate phone talk and I wasn’t going to pay for a long distance call to a girl I 
didn’t really think about.
She contacted me one night and we exchanged pleasantries for a small time 
while I downloaded old Atari games to quench more of my nostalgic longings. We 
learned that we liked some of the similar musicians, movies, and shows. This is the way 
that American culture is moving: soon we will find our soul mates purely through our 
tastes in entertainment. We will make connections based on the concerts we’ve been to 
and the actors we admire. For me, a girl with an understanding of good improvisational 
rock music was more important than where she came from or where she was going.
I decided that it was worth a shot. We agreed that the next time we would be 
home, we would hook up and go out somewhere. On this Saturday of early December in 
the year 2002, our stars crossed. I was heading home to pick up a few things before finals 
started. I had arranged via the miracle of the computer age to meet her at the multiplex 
movie theatre near my house, and after that, we’d find something to do.
Before I left, I showered and took a good look in the mirror. I study myself 
constantly. I am aware of my image. I can’t say I felt confident that night, but knowing 
that this girl was not the most sought after female in State College made me feel more at 
ease. She knew who I was, in a general sense. There were no physical surprises.
Domingo reminded me to pull of couple of moves and always have contracep­
tion ready. I reminded him that this was not that kind of night, but I stated that I would 
bring my camcorder along so I could make a John Holmes video for him. We re always 
playing these word games with each other, saying the most ridiculous things in order to 
get a laugh. He always assures me that I’m not as polite and soft-spoken as I often come 
across. I remind him that he was a communist in high school. Kids go through such odd 
phases. Our political discussions usually ended up with us talking about the Simpsons 
episode in which Sideshow Bob runs for mayor. We had some good times.
I hopped in my car and headed down the old Pennsylvania turnpike, through 
the main highway in Lancaster, and off the road by the huge mall. I arrived at my house 
around six, dropped off a load of laundry in my basement, told my dad I needed the 
good pants washed and ironed, got a nice shirt which I would not dare bring to school, 
dug out some of my brother’s cologne form his closet, and headed back out the door.
The Regal Cinema multiplex was jammed, as usual. There are three things to do 
in the rolling, suburban hills of Lancaster County: mall, movie, or house party. It’s the
kind of environment that produces early alcoholics and vandals who break laws just to 
keep themselves from getting bored. Kids end up at the movies because they’re already on 
probation. As a potential filmmaker, I don’t enjoy the idea of people paying eight bucks 
just to sit in a crowded theatre, watch ten minutes of commercials before the fifteen 
minutes of previews, listen to the wannabe-thugs yammer on their cell phones, hear 
people applaud for no reason in particular and shout out what they believe to be 
humorous lines during my movie. I can’t enjoy a damn thing there. Unfortunately, this is 
the only theatre in town, save for a crummy art house place that I would frequent more if 
it showed more than one movie.
Despite my misgivings, it was a safe way to travel the dating game. I met her 
outside the theatre at a coffee shop. She hadn’t changed much since I had last seen her, 
which meant that she still wasn’t finding a lot of guys. Greasy college meals and nights of 
drinking had not been kind to her as they had not been kind to me. I put that all aside, 
hoping that our personalities and intangible attributes would triumph and lead us to 
something special.
After I painfully digested a predictable romantic comedy with her, we went to 
the Waffle House out on the main highway into true Amish land. I hated to take her to a 
glorified, brand name diner on our first date, but in hokeysville, there aren’t a lot of 
things open past eleven at night. Any other place would close up early on us, and we were 
both too young to frequent the bar scene.
As we sat in the faux-family diner and watched the drunken hicks from the 
local high school stumble in and aggravate the waitresses, I tired to begin a meaningful 
conversation. Though we chatted up the instant message lines on our boring nights at 
school, we had both not said too much that night. I wanted to start up something 
exciting. I wanted to pick a fight with Bubba, who was slurring the great deeds of Garden 
Spot football in the booth next to us. I wanted to make a sly remark that only us 
collegiate youngsters would get. I wished that my roommate was there so that we could 
get a discussion going about Marx whilst flinging ketchup packets and fake lettuce 
garnishes at other tables. I strongly urge everyone to try this sometime. All of these 
dreams, however, are usually against my public nature.
It wasn’t her nature, either, as I found out. We sat there for a few minutes, 
studying the childish pictures of triple burgers and home fries on the laminated menus. 
After we ordered, we sat some more. The silence between us grew more and more ominous 
and the first person to speak was going to feel very awkward. It took a while, but after we 
witnessed two pickup trucks drag racing at the nearest stoplight, I had to speak.
“Some atmosphere,” I remarked.
“Yeah,” she said.
“Just another night in Amishville,” I added.
“Yeah,” she said. I had established contact. Surely we would soon be discussing 
Kierkegaard, Sartre, and the solution to America’s vast imbalance of wealth. Maybe Marx 
would make an appearance tonight after all.
here.
“So .. .uh .. .what else is there to do on this fine Saturday evening?” I was dying
“Well, my one friend is in Delta Shumbeta Capicola [it was something like 
that, I don’t really remember] at Millersville and she lives around here,” she replied. “Her 
parents are away. She told me she was having a house party tonight, and that I could drop 
by.” We were saved. I figured that since we had already embarked on one of the three 
important things to do at home, we should try for another. If the mall was still open, I 
undoubtedly think we would have stopped by there as well.
We drove off the main highway to the back roads where the Amish still roam. 
At the end of a long, curving gravel path, I saw a big house with a bunch of cars parked 
in front. This was a conspicuous party, but since there were no neighbors who could 
complain of the noise, I figured we were safe. The vast amount of cars and beer cans in 
the front yard told me that it had been going on for a while already.
I was hoping that a few drinks would get her talking. I was ready to go for bare 
after my excruciating night. We walked in and were instantly surrounded by the distin­
guished sounds of Greek party life. People were yelling for no apparent reason. The keg 
line was long and the kids were complaining. The smell of several kinds of smoke filled 
the air. The terrible dance music that these people listen to blasted from old speakers, 
cracking and producing distorted bass.
Jen introduced me to some of her friends from Catholic High. I assumed they 
were in some flat at F. & M. (Franklin and Marshall College, Lancasters answer to 
Harvard), all business majors, all wearing gray Abercrombie shirts, backward baseball 
caps, and khakis. Now I was really enjoying our date. I stood there sipping what I could 
best describe as cold urine as they shouted out to their homeboys of Phi Something 
Something.
They were rich kids- Republicans with trust funds, expensive cars, and big 
houses. They kept talking to me about “blowing up the camel fuckers” and how much 
money they had spent on their fancy-ghetto-souped up cars as I watched Jen to see if she 
could rescue me from this nonsense. I was praying that she would say something, just one 
goddamn word to get me away from these morons. She just quietly laughed at their jokes 
and said, “Yeah.”
About this time, I got the sudden urge to shred all of my intuitions and make 
something happen. It might have been the poison I was drinking or the complete idiots I 
was talking to, but I suddenly felt very strong. I wanted to tell these kids that they were 
completely unoriginal. I wanted to explain to them their weak status and how they would 
never make it if not for daddy’s money. I wanted to tell them that they should all die and 
burn in hell, and how I hoped that a revolutionary coupe would destroy their future 
businesses. At that point, I thought again of Domingo.
My roommate, as I said, was a communist in high school. He willingly became 
a target for abuse. I was more like these idiots who were babbling before me now during 
my formative years. I can’t imagine the shit Domingo had to put up with, high school
being one of the hardest times to fit in. I’m very, very jealous of him for this.
I finally snapped. I did it because I was sick of the conversation. I was sick of 
the whole fucking night. I was dismayed by the most boring date ever, and I had to stop 
it. I couldn’t take the repetitive music. I thought about the possibility that I would never 
talk to any of these kids again. I thought about how Jen would tell her mother, and my 
mother would later find out, and everyone in my church would know soon just what an 
asshole I was. I computed all of these thoughts, chewed on them for a while, and decided 
that it didn’t matter.
The simple minions of the Greek world turned their attention away from 
themselves, amazingly, and asked me about school. They were from the Catholic high 
school, so they knew of La Salle. One of them told me it was a waste of money to go to 
a “pussy-faggot-liberal arts” school. They asked me what I liked doing there.
“I’m a communist,” I replied. “You can take all your precious money and buy 
some balls.”
As the bomb dropped, I broke into the biggest smile I had in years. The 
awkward feeling and the silence that was killing me all night I now turned upon others. 
My pain was now their pain. They didn’t know what to say.
I had done it, and I loved it. I enjoyed the destruction. I enjoyed the looks on 
their broken faces. I particularly enjoyed seeing Jen turn bright red, her night having took 
a turn for the worse. I could not believe the rush I got from being a jerk, despite all of 
their outright arrogance. I was telling a lie which would only hurt myself and piss 
everyone else off. I thought again about all of the bad things that would come from this, 
and for the first time in a while, I didn’t care.
I felt great. To some people, this would not have been much of a bombshell. I 
wasn’t sure if they’d just laugh or shake their heads at me. I just wanted to be Andy 
Kaufman, and I received the awkward silence I craved. The guys stared at me, unsure of 
whether or not it was all a joke, and then asked me again what I said.
“You guys are the real pussies,” I stated in a clear voice. “Y’all can eat a fat 
fajita.” Only cheap beer could make me ever reference Snoop. My answer obviously hadn’t 
satisfied their question. I chuckled as they stared.
The one kid, as I would later discover, actually spent two years in the Marines 
before going to college. He was not a local preppie, but a rambunctious frat boy from 
Shippensburg. I later heard that even in the most lighthearted, drunken moments, any 
joke that could be perceived as one that either: a. questioned his manhood, or b. was in 
any way construed to be Anti-American, would set him off in a blaze of flying fists. I 
didn’t know that then. I do now.
The other kids gathered around me, and their faces went from pleasantly wasted 
to very angry in a matter of milliseconds. The crazy military guy went absolutely berserk. 
He slugged me in the gut and threw me on the floor, where the others began kicking 
away. I crawled out of their soccer practice gauntlet and ran to the door. Even though I
was a little wasted, I got in my car and sped off as they ran after me, chanting in tribal 
dialects and hurling beer cans like spears at Indiana Jones.
I arrived back at my house, bleeding slightly and bruised badly, but all in one 
piece. My mother came downstairs, half asleep, to see what was going on.
“What happened to you?” she groaned as her eyes adjusted to the light. Her 
consciousness returned quickly and I could see her concern. “Why are you bleeding? Did 
you get mugged or something? What about your date?”
“You know,” I said, “I completely forgot about her.” I laughed as I though of 
Jen, stranded and completely embarrassed. I was riding a high of total honesty that night. 
Why stop now? “But it doesn’t matter. She’s the most boring goddamn person I ever met. 
My date sucked so much that I got into a fight at a party, on purpose. Where the hell are 
the band-aids?”
My mother stared at me, amazed at the evil I could accomplish. For the first 
time in her life, I was not her precious baby boy. I was not the kid who she originally had 
hoped would grow up to be a priest. I was not the honors student who rarely got in 
trouble. “How... why would you do such a thing like that?”
I smiled at her as I poured a glass of milk. “You think I’m so perfect, mom,” I 
sighed. “No one is perfect. I can do wrong. I enjoyed it.”
“But this isn’t like you,” she pleaded. “What were you thinking? What will Jen 
think? What will I tell her mother?”
“Just tell her that her daughter doesn’t have any dates for a good reason,” I shot 
back. She stared at me, extremely disappointed. I kept smiling.
She muttered, “Michael James Lombardo... I don’t know what’s gotten into 
you. You’re my nice, sweet boy.”
I went over to her and kissed her on the cheek. “You have to realize,” I 
whispered, “that even your perfect son can be a complete asshole.” I went upstairs, washed 
up, and went to bed.
I never slept better.

m e m o  ny
Allison Gaddess
When I pulled into my father’s driveway, he was sitting at the bay window 
on the first floor, waiting. I could see that he had on his winter coat, the long, black 
wool one with the shiny buttons, and his old gray fedora was planted firmly on his 
head. It was a hot day in June, so hot that my two boys were wearing only bathing 
suits, their tee shirts wrapped around their heads to absorb the sweat. They jumped 
out of the car before I turned off the engine and ran across the lawn toward the 
front door.
“Hi Grandpa!” they yelled, waving their arms wildly in the air. My father 
saw them and grinned. He leaned forward in his rocking chair and pressed his 
whole face against the glass, eyes closed, cheeks puffed with air, his two hands 
extended beside each ear like some cartoonish moose. Jake and Conner burst into 
giggles and somersaulted across the rest of the lawn. I couldn’t resist a smile 
myself.
Inside the boys sprinted over to their grandfather and attacked him with 
hugs. “Not too rough guys,” I said, pushing them gently aside to kiss my father on 
the cheek. “Hi Dad. A little hot for this coat, don’t you think?”
Jake took the old tweed hat off my father’s head and put it on his own. It 
fell down over his eyes.
“What are you talking about Melanie?” my father said, indignant. “Didn’t 
you hear the weather report this morning? Biggest snow storm in years, they’re 
expecting. Biggest storm in years.” He fastened the last button on the coat so that 
his neck was fully covered.
“ Grandpa.” Conner said, exaggerating the first syllable in frustration,
“she’s Isabelle, not Melanie. Aunt Melanie lives in Phoenix, and she has blond hair 
besides.” His grandfather stared at him blankly, and Conner tugged on my shirt, 
eyes wide, unable to understand the mistake.
I left the boys with their grandfather and went to look for my brother, the 
bachelor writer who had moved in a year ago when dad had his first stroke. He was 
in the kitchen, scribbling something on a piece of paper. I sat down next to him and 
he kissed me on the cheek.
“Hi Bella,” he said, his nickname for me ever since he’d taken Italian in 
college. “Just leaving some instructions for that kid next door. How many times a 
week should he water the plants out back?”
“Everyday, if  it stays hot like this,” I said. I waited for him to finish 
writing. “Speaking of hot, why does Dad have his wool coat on? It’s a hundred
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degrees outside.”
Greg jumped up and taped the note to the back door. “I know, I know,” 
he said, shaking his head. “He just won’t take it off. He thinks we re going to Aunt 
Mary’s house, remember, where we used to go for Christmas when we were little? 
Anyway, he has shorts and a tee shirt on underneath. We’ll get it off him before we 
leave.” He walked over to where the phone was mounted on the wall. “Do you think 
I should change the message?” he asked.
I thought about it for a second and then nodded my head. He pressed a 
few buttons and waited for the beep. “Hi, this is Greg,” he began. “If you need to 
speak to myself or Bill, please try us at the following number.” He slowly recited the 
number at the beach house. “We can be reached at this number through the end of 
August. Thanks for calling.”
I got up and followed Greg back into the living room. Jake and Conner 
jumped on their uncle and he scooped them up, one in each arm, their skinny, 
eight-year-old frames wriggling in delight. He carried them out to the car, and I 
opened my father’s walker and helped him out of his chair. He didn’t resist as I 
unfastened the buttons and slipped the wool coat off his shoulders. Underneath he 
was wearing khaki shorts and a short-sleeve polo shirt. The shirt was lemon yellow, 
and his skin looked especially tan against the bright color. I held onto his arm, 
which felt skinny, fragile bones covered in layers of loose-fitting skin. The skin was 
soft and wrinkled, and felt damp from the weight of the heavy coat. The top of his 
head was bald and he had combed some stray pieces of hair across the shiny part in 
the middle. They had shifted underneath the fedora, and two pieces clung to his 
moist forehead. I smoothed them back into place.
“You look very handsome today, Dad,” I said, and for a moment his eyes 
sparkled. When I was little, I could really only see his eyes if  he picked me up or if  
he knelt down to my level, and even then I didn’t pay much attention. Now we were 
the same height, and I couldn’t get enough of his eyes. They were dark blue, so dark 
they looked black sometimes, but when they caught the light they were beautiful 
sapphires, clear and perfectly matched. They looked younger than the rest of his 
body, and they never changed, even when everything else seemed different. 
Suddenly I wished I was little again, and the thought was painful. I wished he would 
pick me up and I would look into his eyes, really see them this time, and know how 
beautiful and full of life they were.
We bought the beach house in Sandy Grove the week before my sixteenth 
birthday. We moved in that June and spent the whole summer fixing it up. It was a 
beautiful house, an old Victorian two blocks from the beach with a big, screened in, 
wraparound porch. The porch was my mother’s favorite part of the house. She 
talked about it like it was a child. “Isn’t she just the prettiest thing?” she would ask,
or, “Do you think she’d prefer blue toile fabric or yellow stripes?” Greg and 
Melanie and I would shake our heads and laugh and tell her she was crazy, but we 
never ran or ate messy food on the porch, and we always walked gingerly around the 
furniture.
We felt like the luckiest people in the world because of the beach house. 
We looked forward to the last weekend in June like other families look forward to 
Christmas. Even when we went off to college, we always came home to the house in 
the summer. My parents were both teachers, my mother a high school math teacher 
and my father an English professor at the local college, and as soon as the last exam 
was graded they packed up their things and headed to the beach. When I was 
younger, I used to picture them sitting on the old porch, waiting hand in hand for 
each of us to pull into the driveway with our university sweatshirts and our signifi­
cant others, unable to start the summer until we arrived. Now I know they must 
have relished in the time they spent there alone, staying in bed late, strolling around 
in their summer robes, taking walks by the bay when the sun melted down behind 
the water and the sky was engulfed in pink and orange flames. They probably sat on 
the porch at night, drinking beer, listening to music, talking about what life was like 
before kids and jobs and bills, remembering their first kiss and their high school 
prom and the first time they made love. My twenty-year old self didn’t appreciate 
all that, just that they were my parents and they had enough love for each other and 
for me. Fifteen years later I was finally starting to understand that they were whole 
people, that they had loved each other before they’d loved me, that there were 
things about them and moments between them that I had never known.
That summer after Dad got sick would be the last summer we would 
spend at the beach house, although no one discussed it at the time. The hospital 
bills had piled up over the months and he was only able to use the first floor. By next 
summer it would be rented out, or maybe even on the market. My husband Chris 
would be down by the weekend, and we had invited Melanie and her family, 
although we weren’t sure if she would come. We moved Dad into the guest room on 
the first floor, and he sat on the bed while we unpacked his clothes and other 
belongings into drawers. The windows in the room looked out onto the porch, and 
farther down the street you could see the ocean and a sliver of white beach. Only 
one curtain was pulled aside, so I tucked back the other one and cranked the silver 
lever to open the glass.
I sat on the bed with my father and patted his hand. Tie used to pat mine 
after my soccer team lost a game or I got a bad grade on a test. “There Dad, how’s 
that?” I asked. “Doesn’t that breeze feel nice?” My feet didn’t touch the ground, 
and I swung them back and forth like I had done as a child. “Can you see the 
ocean?” I asked. “Doesn’t it look beautiful?”
He turned toward me but didn’t see me. “It smells like Laura in here,” he 
said softly.
Greg and I looked at each other. Most of the time since the stroke he was 
confused or mistaken, forgetting where he was and mixing up names. But every 
once in a while he said something that sounded so much like the old him it caught 
us off guard, like the time when, in the middle of Conners last swim meet, he 
sighed, narrowed his eyes and said very deliberately, “I would k ill for a cigarette.” 
Now he looked sad and real, like he had the day of the funeral three years ago, and 
many days after that. “It smells like roses and baby oil,” he said again. “Do you 
smell that, Isabelle? It smells so nice.” He took a deep breath and held it inside him 
for a moment before exhaling. “Boy, I tell you, I’ve missed that smell.”
I smiled and nodded, but had to leave the room, saying I would open the 
rest of the windows in the house. I walked upstairs to my old bedroom, the one I 
had stayed in every summer until the year I got married. Now my nieces slept 
there, or the occasional visitor, anyone but my boys, who avoided all things pretty 
and feminine.
As soon as I opened the door, light seemed to spill out into the hallway. 
The walls were painted a soft yellow and the curtains had been pulled back to let 
the sun in. The bed was covered in my old quilt, an ivory colored one dotted with 
tiny pink and yellow roses. Next to the bed was an antique-looking table, dark 
wood, rounded, draped in a piece of lace. The table held a miniature glass vase 
with three daisies I had picked from the garden earlier that day.
Above the table there was a heart and some words painted on the wall, one 
of my mother’s projects from years ago. The peach colored paint was so soft it 
could hardly be seen from certain angles, especially now that some of it had been 
chipped away. I was twenty-one the year she wrote those words on the wall, and had 
lost my grandmother and a good friend from high school within a few months of 
each other. Your heart keeps the memory o f  everyone you ve ever loved, she had 
written in her perfect handwriting, and signed her initials in the corner, L.E.M.
Almost two decades later I touched my fingers gently to the wall and 
moved them back on forth over the slightly raised paint. I wanted to sit on the bed 
and cry like I had done years ago, but my boys were calling me, dinner had to be 
made, and I knew my father needed me with him.
About a month into the vacation, Jake and Conner grew tired of hanging 
around me and wanted to do some things on their own. I had tried everything I 
could think of to keep them occupied around the house. I wasn’t ready to let go of 
them yet, and I had decided they weren’t ready to let go of me. We baked cookies, 
rented movies, had cookouts, and collected shells on the beach, early in the 
morning, just after the tide had pulled back out to sea. My husband and I even
slept in tents with them in the back yard. We roasted marshmallows on the old gas 
stove in the kitchen and ate them under the stars, gooey, burnt sugar stuck on twigs 
we collected from the garden. Chris and I took turns telling ghost stories that had 
frightened us as children, not so much that we couldn’t sleep alone, but just enough 
to make us look over our shoulders at the creepy shapes our clothes took hanging in 
our dark closets.
On the nights we camped out with the boys, my father sat on the deck out 
back, the one he had built years ago and stained a deep cherry, creaking back and 
forth in an old wicker rocking chair. He stayed there until we turned off our 
lanterns and flashlights, and the yard was lit only by scattered fireflies and the 
distant glow of street lamps. Then he would stand up and walk slowly to the back 
door, the right side of his metal walker scraping across the wood from the weight 
of his uneasy leg. “Goodnight kids,” he would shout to us as he waited for Greg to 
open the back door and help him into the house. “Your mother and I are going to 
bed. Don’t stay up too late.”
The boys tolerated their parents in the tent through the beginning of 
August. With only a few weeks of vacation left, I reluctantly consented to their 
request for a solo camp-out one Friday afternoon. I was comforted by the fact that 
Chris and I had practiced it with them so many times, and knew they would be 
asleep by nine. Nevertheless, I was haunted by disturbing newsbreaks from the past 
and the black-and-white faces of missing children that peeked out of my mailbox 
every Wednesday. In the middle of the night, I gently lifted my husband’s heavy 
arm and slipped quietly out of bed. I tiptoed downstairs to the first floor bedroom 
and curled up on the old recliner across from a set of windows that looked out into 
the backyard. I couldn’t see Jake or Conner, but I could see the tent and everything 
around it, and I felt better. Some stuffing in the arm of the recliner stuck out 
through a tear in the fabric, and I aimlessly picked at it, a few rough strands at a 
time. I tried to keep my eyes open, but the cool air drifting through the open 
window was too comforting. It was light and wet and smelled like gardenias. I 
wavered between waking and dreaming, and remembered the day we planted the 
fragrant white flowers, the way my mother’s gray hair had shone like water in the 
sun, and how beautiful she looked the day we buried her, those same gardenias 
everywhere, in her hands, in her hair, falling from the dark wood coffin as it was 
lowered into the moist summer ground.
I woke early the last day at the house. Chris had already left and had taken 
most of our things with him. Jake and Conner were still asleep, and Greg was busy 
at the computer with a new story idea. I let my long hair out of its ponytail and put 
on a light sundress. It was blue with tiny yellow flowers near the hemline, and the
straps were thin, the kind of dress I had worn often as a young woman, but had 
since set aside for khaki shorts and tee shirts. I walked past my father’s bedroom 
and was surprised to see him dressed and sitting on the edge of the bed. In the last 
few weeks he had taken to sleeping late and stayed in pajamas and a robe most 
days. He was wearing an old pair of jeans and one of Gregs Sacred Heart high 
school tee shirts. He didn’t look surprised to see me, but rather as if  he had been 
waiting for me to walk by.
“You never took me to the beach,” he said as I stepped into the room. 
“You never took me to see the water. I wanted to see the water. I like the way it 
sparkles in the sun.” He looked down at his hands.
“I’m sorry, Dad,” I said, pretending that I hadn’t asked him almost every 
day of the vacation. “Do you want to go now?”
He smiled. “Right now,” he said, and slid carefully off the bed, his walker 
in front of him, already opened.
We drove even though it was only two blocks away. It took us about ten 
minutes to walk up the wooden ramp and onto the boardwalk. I held onto my 
father’s arm and he counted each of his steps out loud, but only the ones he took 
with his good leg. It was still early in the morning, and the boardwalk was full of 
people jogging and walking dogs, and families riding bikes. The runners and bikers 
moved around us as we made our way slowly to an empty bench facing the beach. 
My father sat down and closed his walker. He shut his eyes and took a deep breath. 
The air was thick and salty and made my straight hair curl at the ends and around 
my face.
“I love the beach,” he said, not looking at me but at the sand and the water. 
“Laura and I were married on the beach. Did you know that?” he asked. “She wore 
a short white dress and we were barefoot. The priest was barefoot too. We all stood 
by the water and let it wash over our toes.”
I knew my parents had been married in the chapel where they’d gone to 
college. I had seen my mother’s gown. It was long and heavy with a lacey, beaded 
train. They were married in the winter. It had snowed all day and they lost their 
honeymoon reservations because their plane was delayed. I knew all this, but I just 
nodded and smiled. I didn’t know what to say.
My father spoke again before I had a chance to. He turned and looked at 
me. “You’re very pretty,” he said. “My daughters are very pretty. And my son is 
very handsome.” He smiled. “Do you know my children?” he asked casually, and 
turned his eyes back toward the beach.
I sighed and reached for his hand. “Yes, I do,” I said, holding tightly to 
his soft, bony fingers. “I know them well.” I didn’t realize I was crying, but my whole 
face felt wet from the tears and the heavy, salty air. “They love you very much,” I 
said, quietly and to no one in particular, as my father stared out at the vast, 
unchanging sea.
s t e e L  m z i p f l e
David Odorisio
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I spent three days with my mom and my two sisters before they helped me 
move back to college for the fall semester. I had been living in my own apartment in 
College Park, about two hours from my parents’ rambling farmhouse in southern 
Maryland. Normally my mother had me pulling my own hair after a week, but 
after not seeing her for a few months, I could handle three days. Actually, I was 
looking forward to seeing my mom’s familiar face, with the tiny “laugh lines” slowly 
accumulating at the corners of her eyes. I wanted to feel the pressure of her hands 
on my back as she hugged me. For once, I needed the familiarity and the warmth 
far more than I needed my independence. The summer had drained me, left my 
body limp with fear and anxiety. I wanted my mom.
For a few days of shopping, haircuts, and “girl time,” things seemed 
almost normal again. We joked about my dad’s never-ending household projects 
and discussed my brothers’ terrible grades. I could almost forget that my mom 
knew, unless I glanced at her when she thought no one was looking. Then the pain 
etched in her face made me almost wish I hadn’t told her.
The afternoon before we were going pack my life into a minivan and drive 
back to school in western Maryland, my little sister went home with my older sister, 
Kay, and my mom drove me back to my apartment so I could pack. We stopped 
for ice cream sundaes at Friendly’s; we shared the same weakness for thick, gooey 
hot fudge sauce. This was the first time we had been alone since I told her. We 
picked up our sundaes, hers with nuts, mine without, and found a corner booth in 
the back. The store was nearly empty, except for a balding, overweight man poring 
over the contents of the freezer by the entrance. I was feeling okay about it, not 
thinking about it too much, but as soon as my mom said she wanted to talk about 
some things I began shrinking into the corner of the bench.
“Ok, Laura, I want to talk to you about this, but I don’t want you to get 
upset. There are two separate issues here I think we need to talk about. You know 
your father and I are incredibly.. .angry, and upset for you, and horrified that this 
happened to you, but.. . ”
Until I heard that “but” come out of my mother’s mouth, she had never 
said anything to me that didn’t eventually turn out to really be ‘for my own good.’ I 
moved further into the corner of the booth, staring resolutely out the window and 
mixing the hot fudge into my vanilla ice cream. I would not look at her. I would 
not look at her. I didn’t want to cry, but the wound was still raw, and tears began 
silently leaking down the sides of my face even as I tried to hold them back.
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. .but, and this is a totally separate issue, your father and I are so ... 
disappointed, and upset with you that you would be drinking alcohol and sleeping 
at a guy’s house— “
I spoke as calmly as I could, my voice shaking like delicate bone china on a 
shelf. “Mom, I really can not deal with this right now.”
“Well I’m sorry, but we need to talk about this, because I’m not going to 
see you again for a few months, and we are very upset about this. You didn’t really 
even tell us exactly what happened, so how are we— “
“I do not want to talk about this.”
“Laura, I just don’t understand how you could put yourself in that 
position, didn’t you learn your— “
A sob caught in my throat as I tried to speak over her. “Mom, for 
godssake, we’re in Friendly’s.”
“ —lesson in high school?” Her voice was also rising, with a slight edge to 
it. I knew without looking that her sundae was forgotten in front of her, the fudge 
sliding down the sides of the Styrofoam container and hiding beneath the ice 
cream.
“See, Mom, this is why I didn’t want to tell you! I knew you were going to 
do this, I knew you would just get mad at me. This was not my fault. I don’t want 
to talk about it.” I fixed my eyes firmly on the road beyond the parking lot, on an 
endless succession of uncaring cars and people
“Laura, look, we are not trying to say this is your fault, but I just can’t 
believe you would put yourself in a position like that, getting drunk and sleeping At 
some strange boy’s house— ”
My voice was becoming strident, with that hysterical edge crying lends to 
my words. “That’s exactly what you’re saying! You don’t think I blame myself ? You 
have to do it too?”
“We are not blaming you. We simply are trying to understand what 
happened. You haven’t exactly been clear, you said that he didn’t . . .succeed, but did 
he, well.. .did he__come.. .inside you?”
Her words and my disgust broke something deep inside me as I got out, 
“No! I told you. . . !”
The balding man stared at me as I pushed past him on my way out the 
door, the keys digging painful ridges in my hand. I looked towards the back booth. 
Through my tears and the window, I could see my mother with her head in her 
hands, elbows sharing the table with two neglected sundaes.
The heat of the restaurant kitchen followed me through the swinging 
doors, and I swore under my breath when one of the hot plates on my tray scalded 
a mislaid finger. I maneuvered my way through the tables, vaguely wishing my hips
were as narrow as they used to be when I swam in college.
“Here we are... duck with the brandy glaze? Watch yourself, sir, the plate 
is very hot. And you had the chicken provencale? Of course. Would you like 
another drink? Certainly, I’ll be right back with that, and more napkins. Enjoy your 
meals.”
The smile dropped off my face as soon as I turned away from the table.
It had been a long night, and there was always one group that would come in at 
10:45, after an evening at the theater or some charity event. Le Monde du Jour 
was a respected restaurant on 41st Street in Manhattan, and it attracted a wide 
range of wealthy patrons. Whenever I became frustrated, wondering why I was 
waitressing when I had a college degree, some older gentlemen with genteel 
manners and silvering hair would leave me a $40 tip. I checked on the few of my 
tables that were still occupied, mostly by older couples drinking coffee or after- 
dinner liqueurs, and after a few words and smiles headed to the back to print up a 
check. I knew how to take care of customers, and it came easy to me. It was a 
simple, well-defined relationship, and the clientele was classy and well-behaved for 
the most part.
An hour and a half later, my feet aching, I thanked my last table and asked 
the host to call them a cab. I loved the way the restaurant looked at then end of the 
night, when every table was reset with gleaming silverware and crystal and the lights 
were dimming. It was reassuring to my sense of order; while a packed restaurant 
meant I would make a lot of money, the disarray and bustle made me feel just a 
little bit on edge, a little anxious. Pushing through the kitchen doors, I realized that 
all the other waiters and waitresses had left. Only the cooks remained, scrubbing 
the pots and mopping the floor to the background hiss of the enormous dish­
washer. None of them looked up when I asked if they would be done soon.
“Ok, fine, I’ll walk myself out,” I said under my breath as I pulled open 
the heavy back door. Le Monde was in a decent neighborhood, but you couldn’t be 
too careful in New York. My six year-old Honda Civic was parked a block away, 
tucked into a corner of the lot for a small theater. I had briefly dated the owner 
once, and he was nice enough to let me keep parking there. Head down, chin 
muffled against the biting cold, I hurried up the alley. I didn’t see the two men 
coming, but I heard them, laughing drunkenly and kicking at the ice on the 
sidewalk. I slowed my pace, hoping they would pass by the alleyway without seeing 
me, but the taller one saw me anyway.
“What are you doing out so late all alone, baby? Why don’t you come with 
us, we’ll take care of you.” He leered at me, immensely proud of himself, as his 
buddy egged him on. I resolutely kept my head down and continued toward them, 
although my heart was knocking against the walls of my chest like a piston. As I
changed my direction slightly to go around them, the tall one moved too. 
The smell of whiskey hit me and I struggled not to gag. Emboldened by alcohol, 
the first guy reached for my arm as I passed them and reached the main street. 
Their invitations followed me down the street. With my back to them, I struggled 
to relax, my heaving breaths competing with my pounding heart within my chest.
I was a good kid in high school, at least in comparison to most of the kids 
I knew. Occasionally, I would be invited to a party, and of course I would go. I 
wanted to be popular, like the golden girls who always had a boyfriend and the latest 
clothes. I wanted to be the girl whose love life was a topic of conversation at every 
lunch table. My mother, however, did not approve of the “beautiful people,” and 
she never missed an opportunity to remind me that we were not part of that group. 
I studied my face in the mirror, wondering what it was that meant I wasn't quite 
good enough. My eyes were too close together, maybe. My hair never looked 
effortlessly perfect, never artistically blew across my face in the wind after school. 
When one of the popular guys started coming by my locker and asking me what I 
was doing on the weekends, I saw my chance, my “in.” George was cute and cool, 
and those were the main qualifications. That’s how I found myself sleeping in the 
back of his Chevy blazer instead of spending the night at Amy’s like my mother 
believed. It was a cold, uncomfortable, and mostly sleepless night— but it would be 
worth it when everyone was talking about it on Monday.
I drove home in the morning, feeling enormously pleased with myself. I 
would definitely be invited to all the parties now, just because I made out with 
George. It was so easy. I was singing along with the radio as I turned off the 
narrow road onto our long driveway. My dog was outside, which meant that my 
dad was probably out back shoveling mulch or breaking up wood pallets. I parked 
the car in front of the garage, grabbed my bag off the passenger seat, took off my 
shoes outside the door to the house, and went in. My mother was sitting at the 
kitchen table, motionless, staring at me. Her voice, low, cold, and shaking with 
anger, hit me like a slap across the face.
“Where have you been?”
“Yes, Mom, I have three locks on my door. I’m perfectly safe. No, I’m 
not going to move... because I can’t afford to. Mom, we’ve had this conversation 
ten times. Can we please not have it again? I know you worry, but I’m fine.” I 
rolled my eyes for the benefit of my cat, Tiger, an inappropriately named cowardly 
ball of fluff. I had been on the phone with my mom for half an hour, which meant 
that I had already cleaned the sitting area and the kitchen very thoroughly. The 
bedroom would be next. The phone tucked next to my ear, I wiped up the crumbs 
from the toaster, dusted them into the sink, then ran the sponge around the
stainless steel. I moved the Kleenex back to their customary place, 
sideways on the counter next to the mail sorter. I cast a critical eye around the 
spotless counters and neatly placed appliances, and nodded in satisfaction. She was 
still talking.
“Laura, I don’t want you to move, I want you to come home. We haven’t 
seen you for more than a few days in ... it’s been at least four or five years. I don’t 
understand why you won’t just move back here. Your little sister misses you. Just 
the other day, I was dropping her off at the high school, and she was saying.. . ”
Crossing the sitting area toward my room, I glanced out the window, 
directly into the apartment across the street. The couple that lived there liked to 
have sex in the kitchen, which I did not understand. They rarely did the dishes, so 
it was kind of gross in there. I sighed, remembering what it was like to live two 
miles from the nearest house. I suddenly became aware of a brief silence on the 
other end of the line. Oops.
“I’m sorry, Mom, what? I didn’t hear you.”
“I said, how are you doing with everything? Are you sleeping okay? Are 
you still having nightmares? I hope you never walk to your car by yourself after 
work.”
“I’m okay, Mom. Really.” I wasn’t sure whom I was trying to convince, 
her or myself. Either way, neither of us was buying it. Oh well. I did what I could 
to get through.
When we got back to my apartment after Friendly’s that night, I went 
straight inside without speaking to my mom. I was cried out, and now I was furious 
with her. Not caring how adolescent it was, I slammed the door to my bedroom, 
put on an Incubus CD, and turned it up loud enough to shake the floor. I stayed 
there for two hours, packing my things into boxes for the move the next morning 
and feeding my anger. I didn’t know where my mom was, and I didn’t care. Every 
doubt about myself that I had fended off for two months, since it happened, came 
crashing back in on me from the corner I had tucked them into. If only I had 
called a cab and gone home that night. If only I had woken up sooner. If only I 
could have woken up my friend who was sleeping next to me. If only he hadn’t been 
home that night.. .if  only he hadn’t tried to rape me in my sleep. If only I could 
believe that it wasn’t partly my fault.
After two hours, my mom knocked on my door and opened it to tell me 
that she had made me dinner. I said fine, I’d be out in a bit, and kept packing the 
box I was working on, all without looking up. I hoped she’d eat without me. When 
I went out to the kitchen, though, she was sitting in front of her cold food, reading a 
book and waiting for me. We didn’t speak during dinner. We didn’t speak after
dinner. She finally said she was going to take a shower, and had to use the 
dirty hand towel to dry off with because I didn’t tell her where my towels were. I 
put off going to bed as long as I could; I didn’t have a pull out couch, but I had a 
double bed, and the last thing I wanted to do was go to sleep next to my mom.
Around one a.m., after a long, tearful, whispered conversation with my 
boyfriend, I gave up and went to my room. I knew my mom was still awake, just by 
the way she was breathing and her restlessness. Carefully, tentatively, I crawled into 
my side of the bed, refusing to acknowledge that she was awake and doing my best 
not to come anywhere near her. I curled up with my back to her, but then the sheet 
was pulled too tightly over me, and I could practically feel the scant open space 
between my back and her. I rolled over to put my knees and the pillow between us, 
but then I was looking towards her, and that was even worse. I spent the whole 
night in brief catnaps, waking up constantly to make sure I wasn’t near my mother.
I was desperate not to touch her, but the more I tried to ignore her, the more 
impossible it was.
When I was eight or nine, I was enjoying a rare afternoon with my mom, a 
privilege that all of us kids fought for. Of course, I was getting to spend time alone 
with her because of a doctor’s appointment that had to be scheduled during school, 
but it still counted. For some reason, we had to go all the way into D.C. to see this 
doctor, but I was excited because that meant we’d have to eat out somewhere. With 
only the two of us, I had a much better chance of being allowed a Big Mac, and 
fries, and a soda. Normally we all got water and a hamburger to ourselves, and 
fries to share. My mom was in a good mood, and I was always happy to babble on 
ceaselessly about the latest plans my best friend and I had cooked up.
The visit to the doctor took longer than we had expected, so my mom was 
rushing me to get my coat and hat on quickly. I whined that I didn’t want to wear 
my hat, it was stupid, and she snapped at me to just put it on. She took my hand as 
we hurried into and out of the elevator. I was at that age where I was just beginning 
to think I was too old for hand-holding, and since I was already being difficult 
about the hat, I kept letting go. We took a shortcut through the bank on the first 
floor, a massive, polished affair with snobbish clerks and men in expensive suits 
waiting in line. I was scuffing my heels on the slippery floor, and my mom had just 
turned around with an exasperated look on her face when a loud bang reverberated 
off the walls. I couldn’t even register what was going on; to me, it was a confusion 
of screams, a man with a scratchy voice yelling about money, and the terrifying 
realization that my mother’s hand was not in my own. I never saw the man with the 
gun, because my mother turned her back on him to sweep me before her onto the 
floor. I remember the scratchiness of her wool coat against my skin, and the 
pounding of her heart where my face was pressed against her chest. I remember
no fear.
One night, I came home from work around I in the morning, tired and 
aching. I hit the play button on the answering machine and sat at a chair in the 
kitchen to pull off my flat black shoes and stretch my cramped toes. Hang-up, 
hang-up, friend from work, then my mom’s voice. “Hi sweetie. I know you’re 
working tonight, I just wanted to say hi and I hope you had a good night at work. I 
love you and I’ll talk to you later.” My forehead tightened, thinking about my 
mother and all her contradictions. I remembered one night in particular, and 
without knowing I was going to do it, I sat straight up and threw my shoe into the 
other room. Something heavy tottered, scraped, and smashed on the hardwood 
floor. Tiger shot past me like a freight train, a blur of terrified orange and tan fur.
I dropped my other shoe and rubbed the heels of my hands into my forehead, 
shoving at the bone and the brain beneath it. What did I have to show for these last 
five years? An obsessively neat apartment, a wimpy cat, and a waitressing job. If 
only I knew what to do about it. Deliberately ignoring the mess that surely 
decorated the next room, I went into the bedroom, only to creep back a moment 
later and lean my head against the doorjamb as my gaze settled heavily on the 
phone.
I never understood how parks like Sesame Place didn’t scare kids. All 
those characters, so small on TV, brought to life! They were huge! Way bigger than 
tiny five year-old me. I clung tightly to my mom’s hand, or begged to be carried on 
my dad’s steady shoulders. My older sister ran ahead of and around us, shrieking 
excitedly at the prospect of each ride and asking for lollipops, funnel cake, ice 
cream. I cringed away from Cookie Monster and Elmo when they lolled their giant 
heads in my direction, but I was happy to sit in the teacups with my parents and 
ride the kiddy rollercoasters. I remember the sunlight of that day; the bright, 
shifting light around my mom’s hair when she looked down at me, smiling; my 
father purposefully plunging his way through the crowd. I remember the carnival 
colors and the shouts from the stalls, and the feeling of being part of a single, 
moving entity within that maelstrom of noise and life.
I was still too young for many of the rides, but when we came to the giant 
cargo net maze, I couldn’t hold still for my mom to take my shoes off. I had been a 
tree-climber from birth, it seemed. My sister and I threw ourselves into the mass 
of kids already struggling on the first level of spiderweb-like ropes, fears and 
hesitations forgotten. Higher and higher I climbed, leaving my sister and most of 
the other kids behind, to the blue fierceness of the sky. Always there was another 
layer of ropes between me and the top, so I climbed until I was there, there where I 
could touch the wiry, looping ceiling of the maze. I was reaching through the
highest boughs, ignorant of the danger of falling, certain of the strength 
of the tree trunk beneath me. I was all by myself. I was strong. I was unafraid.
I must have stayed at the top for 15 minutes— a long time in the world of 
a child, an eternity. Going down took much longer, and was a lot scarier. Going 
down I had to look down the whole way, down at all the children beneath me 
looking up in return. My little hand would misjudge and plunge between ropes, so 
that I would fall face first against the rough twinings. Going down was unforgiving, 
and held no promise of reaching the vast cloudless sky. But I kept on, knowing I 
had no other choice, and suddenly feeling very acutely my aloneness. I didn’t know 
where my sister was, or my dad. Or my mom. I didn’t remember which entrance I 
was supposed to meet them by. When I reached the ground, I stumbled off the 
nets like a sailor unused to the land.
The sea of legs and small faces around me thronged and receded 
ceaselessly. I looked frantically from one pair of unfamiliar shorts to another, from 
one wrong little dark-haired girl to another. Shrinking against the side of the 
structure, my little feet clad only in socks, I began to cry. How could they leave me 
like this? I was so alone, and I would never find them. My mom had left me, she 
had left me all alone, and I was abandoned.
My mother eventually found me, cringing wide-eyed and tearful at the 
wrong entrance to the maze. When I finally saw her, instead of feeling relieved, I 
only cried harder. She grabbed me and pulled me into her arms, asking over and 
over, “Where were you? We’ve been looking everywhere.. .don’t you ever disappear 
like that again! We were so worried.. . ”
She continued speaking into my hair as I wrapped my arms and legs 
around her slim body and buried my face next to hers. Her cheeks were wet, and 
her heart thudded against mine, racing my slowing heartbeat. Her hands around 
my back were hot as she swayed back and forth with me.
Two months after we left our ice cream melting in Friendly’s, my mother 
drove up to school, ostensibly to bring me food and some money. I told her not to, 
it was a long drive, and if  they sent me a check I could just get someone to take me 
shopping, but she knew as well as I did that I was making excuses. I woke that 
morning after a restless night of bad dreams. On nights like that one, I had to 
sleep with my back to the wall just to feel safe. I was anxious about having to talk 
with my mother face-to-face, and that anxiety made me angry with her all over 
again. I went outside to greet her, and she came towards me with a smile and a hug 
that threatened to spill the tears I was holding so tightly in check. I helped her 
carry in groceries, and she made the kind of small talk that was necessary if 
awkward for both of us. Finally, after making all the appropriate comments on the 
decorations and the coordination of my bedroom, she sat down my pastel com­
forter. Fingers playing nervously with a loose thread, she looked up at me through 
eyes that had guarded nearly every step of my life, and took a deep breath.
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